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NOVEMBER. 



“ Like a true Mend, 

No smiling flatterer in a prosperous day, 

But charming and consoling where decay 
Tells of vain pleasure’s end.” 

How delicious is the breeze scented as it passes 
over the bunches of Wallflowers that crown the old 
castle’s ivy covered walls. 

“ The Wallflower, the Wallflower 1 
How beautiful it blooms, 

It gleams above the ruin’d tower 
Like sun-light over tombs ; 

It sheds a halo of repose 
Around the wrecks of time ; 

To beauty give the flaunting rose. 

The Wallflower is divine. 

** Flower of the solitary place ! 

Grey ruin’s golden crown. 

That lend’st a melancholy grace 
To haunte of old renown ; 

Thou mantlest o’er the battlements. 

By strife or storm decay’d. 

And fillest up each envious rent 
Time’s canker tooth has made. 

« Whither hath fled the choral band 
That filled the abbey’s nave. 

Yon dark sepulchral yew tree stands 
O’er many a level grave, 

In the belfry’s crevices the dove 
Her young brood nurseth well. 

Whilst thou, lone flower, dost shed above 
A sweet decaying smell.” 
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“ In the season of the tulip cup, 

When blossoms clothe the trees, 

How sweet to throw the lattice up 
And scent thee on the breeze ! 

The butterfly is then abroad, 

The bee is on the wing, 

And on the hawthorn by the road 
The linnets sit and sing. 

** Sweet Wallflower, sweet Wallflower ! 

Thou conjurest up to me 
Full many a soft and sunny hour, 

Of boyhood’s thoughtless glee; 

And joy from out the daisies grew 
Tn woodland pastures green, 

When summer skies were far more blue 
Than since they e’er have been. 


** Now Autumn’s pensive voice is heard. 
Amid the yellow bowers ; 

The robin is the regal bird, 

And thou the queen of flowers ! 

He sings on, the laburnum trees. 

Amid the twilight dim, 

And Araby ne’er gave the breeze 
Such scents as thou to him. 

“ Rich is the pink— the lily gay. 

The rose is summer’s guest, 

Bland are thy charms when these decay. 
Of flowers, first, last, and best ; 

There may be gaudier in the bower, 
And statelier on the tree, 

But Wallflower, lov’d Wall-flower 
Thou art the flower for me.” 
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